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a MANHUNT CHILLER

RED LETTER DAY
by Gardner F. Fox

THE envelope came first, brought by the mail-
man. It bore a stamp and the familiar seal of

the local post office. After the "envelope

—

came
death.'

Karen Larsen crumpled to the floor of her
big desert home when she saw it. In the upper
left-hand corner were the words: Death, Inc
and beneath them, the odd imprint of the
weird skullface with the hollow, haunting
eyesockets A shaft of sunlight played across

it, touched the quivering mouth of the fright-

ened girl, shadowed the sahuaro cactus in the
tiled courtyard
Lee San. her Chinese cook, came running

on padded feet "Missy sick? Me help Missy
her room?'"

"No, Lee. Just tell Edouard to get the car
out. I'm going into town—to the F.B.I.

!"

Special agent Jim Fallon was at Karen Lar-
sen's side that night as she reentered the patio
of the sprawling desert hacienda. A big yel-

low moon flooded the splashing waters of the
statued fountain. In the distance a horse whin-
nied. A lizard slithered over tile.

"One hour to go," the girl whispered. "One
hour . . . before J die!''

"Miss Larsen. you will not die. I promise
you that!'

-

She whirled on him. The moonbeams fell

on her quivering lips, on the red-nailed fingers

she clasped on her handbag. "How can you
tell me that? You know what Death. Inc. can
do' Eleven killings in the past year. Bought
and paid foi by—whom? Men who'll kill an-
other man for fifty dollars! For someone who
is neveT seen'

"They always send those death's-head let-

ters And on the day those letters are deliver-
ed, the person for whom they are meant

—

dies!
Every time They've never failed! Why will
I be the exception?''
Her fingernails dug deep into Jim Fallon's

arm as she bit off a scream with her white

teeth. Seemingly arf around them, from foun-
tain and tiles and roof—rose the haunting
laughter of a madman! It mocked them,
taunted their puny efforts.

"You see?"" the gir) cried wildly, eyes
searching his. "They're all around us. They
can kill me whenever they want. They aren't
human. They're devils ... or ghosts ... !"

Jim Fallon held her up with hands under
her elbows. He snapped his speech short,
hoping to jab her into courage. "You agreed
to this. You said you'd help me catch them.
I could have kept you overnight in safety;

with a dozen guards. But you agreed that I

couldn't let you stay there forever. That some-
day they'd get you . . . alone . . . unprotected

™
"Yes," she whimpered, shuddering. "Yes. ."

"All right, then. Keep your chin up, and let's

go get 'em!"
Fallon spoke with an assurance he was far

from feeling. The strangely quiet hacienda,
the glowing moon, the eerie silence after that
wild laughter, ran cold ripples of tension
down his back. He put his hand on his service
revolver under his coat and felt better.

Karen Larsen said. "They want to kill me
because my newspaper scoop sent Rat Marley
to the chair. And they're afraid that I'll

stumble onto their own murder ring . and
have them sent up!"

Footsteps sounded in the darkness, then
faded. Karen cried out. "Lee San, is that you?
Lee! Oh, Lee!"
There was only the moonlight and the still-

ness to answer her. Fallon lilted his gun out
of the holster and held it in front of him
he walked forward into a little tiled alleywa;
between two of the hacienda buildings. Kar
followed him.
He could hear her footsteps, tap-tap-t

ping . . .

She choked, gurgled . . .

Fallon whirled. A noose had dropped
lently from the sloping roof . . . was
about her throat . . . was lifting her. irpwards
into the air'

The Federal agent leaped. His gun dropped
as he jumped for the rope above the girl's
head He caught it. swung about on it, tugging
down The girl crumpled on the tile as he
dragged the noose downward, slowly, inexor-
ably. She clawed at the noose, loosening it.

He could hear her gulping in air through lips
that were bright red in a suddenly bloodless
face.

The rope came away from its anchor. Fallon
looked up. A man was falling from a flat roof,
one end of the rope still in his right hand.
His left hand held an automatic. The gun spit
red flame and lead at Fallon.
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MANHUNT

ANP WHEN 5TA(?R FLACC C£T< ANALIGNMENT TO TRAVEL. THE- 'SEVEN -
£Sf^?'^ ^A/N, 5-HE 0PE^ AftCAD -

SEP OP TROUBLE TO -£AVE --
4

r//£ secret of the statue
"

2£°, tS^ AfJER LEAV4NC THE CARE
J?f LVDM A MAW ON THE ORIENTEXPRESS CRres out in alarm . .

.

GOT ,



TWEAKING ENGLISH POC /
ONEr COOP ZHOT AT HIM
ANP IT WILL B"e ME
"THAT ME£T*S THE"

MANHUNT

you pom r —< CRRAkK'\ Hl<:tiw^» fSAfUfieo Aiaae-ms
CO ANY FAG?TH£[?}

V
' ""'JfMfS AfcT, 7*£r mO

OLP FELLOW/ / >jjfe mXNTBLUGENCe OFFICER?
\$ATTl£ 7S> TW^ P&fTH..,.

A FOUL gLOfV, A SCREAM — ANP A
TWISTING FIGURE HURTLED POWN -

WASP TD (75 POOM ...



MANHUNT
<S>N TH6 BOOP OF THE ^WAylNC

TRAIN ....

GOODBYE , THOMAS JONES-FARR /
I — BORIS ORe<k'l— kV/LL tJOV
TAKE YOUR PLACE TO MEET
THE ClRL , STARR FLACC /

ST-S

^*-.

I'll ove you
THE STATUE'
ip you'LL awe
TO MY STATE/ZOOM .

THANK yOU, MISi
"

FLACC . TLL TURN
IT OfER TO M/
COVEPNMENT AT

ONCE / > <-d

,
JO HIS GoyEZNMENT?

fHE'S S'UPPOSEC ID
deliver that statue
to th£ american
consul in saudi-arabia?
they thought the"
desert trip too
much for a cal like

ME" f

MAYBE JONES-FARR /$ A
"PARI?" CRy FCDM BEING
WHO HE PRETENPZ ' £'p
BETTER TAkfe A
look?-see /

?

^

peste/ hot a nail or a
•screw to be seen,
nothing seems to turn
how can anyone open ,

this to find out the
SeCRET IT HIVES f

tk!



MANHUNT

.1

TH(?OUCH SULCATA ANP -ruekrey
<?peeps" the (=-i_yi/s/c <£implon-orient_

ANP INTC TWE CROWPEP OTYoF x-ztanbul.



MANHUNT
CAN'T PO ANyTHINC lO

"STOP THIS RENO/ HE'LL
EITHER CRIKH MB BY ROLLING
OM Me — OtZ CUT M£ TO
ey runninc near mees .

:

THE C7REAT <TALLlON <ZTOP£ ^UPDeHlV.
HE LIPTV MI'S" HEAP ANP WHINNIES
<5MCiLLy: 7-WEM , ^LOWLV; HE RITCHSG

FORWARP . . .



MANHUNT

POOR 'STARR --IT BOUNDS" J¥T IP <5HE
iMHALEP A UTILE OF THAT CAS HE«Ei_F...

IP THEY'D OMLy KNOtVN THAT ] THESE
THE -STATUE '^ OUTER CP3SSTT / AMERiCANiS".
\<z &UB9E&/ ip Trie/'p jC Ctc/sty/
D&'ZOL.VED IT IN/ BENZOL

,

THE W^TiNC INODE IT OM THE
METAL FRAME yVOULp fc?E

REVEALED -— HA/HA f HA/



MANHUNT
§N THEMARSADOR, ANEW HOT SPOT /N AN EON-
OLD CITY...

..: AUDIENCE SHOWS ITS PLEASURE
ir HURLING GAY STREAMERS—EVEN AS A HAND

REACHES OUT GREEDILY

T /-YOU..
A SPACE



MANHUNT

@£TfJ?ZmT N,GHT
- *5 PHOBOS, QAJE OF THBMOWS Of-'MRSjflSEfHIGhl/AJTQ THE SKY.

,

€fnXSl'FkJM- Vt° CRIME-CRUSHERS Of
Wf'JWfJTY-fyRSTCEfiJWRYLEAP FROM THE ,HOOP TOP. WITHANV-GRMITYmTS ONATFULL. (

COMB/AJG.. _



w0old-8s kluer ppags th£ space
patrolman toward the streets
J&elow...

MANHUNT
&WNSLY THEMANHUNTER OF THE FUTURE

OEPRESSES A STUD IN HIS BELT...

A THIN GUy-mfE CATCHES AT THE SMCE PATROLMAN'S ANKLl,
HURLING HIM SIDEWAYS.



MANHUNT
ffkw?S LATERA ROCKETSHIPBLASTS
FLAME-STUDDED PATHUPWARD
MARSPORT...

TRBAKU HEADBEYOND
WEASTEROID BELT, FOR
THEPIANETS WHEREHE
GETS SOMANYOF
HIS QUEERIES S
ANIMALS lie
SENDS TO
EARTHS 200S !

TTRUG6LIN6 MADLY, /-HSUABOVE THE GAUNT
?EE-TOPS, JET BLACK WRITHES AS THE DEADLY
POISONSEEPS THROUGHMS BODY





MANHUNT
r„ AND RIGHT INTO MY
HANDS,JETBLACK AND
OAR TAL .'GLAD TO SEE WU
AT THEBUSINESS END OFA

MY BLASTER /

/ STOLE THE NEVERFADE EMERALDS FROM EARTH
/ PUT THEM IN FANSANS DANCING COSTUME
INSTEAD OF THE GREEN GLASS THATORNAMENTS
IT HER MAIDAMD WARDROBE MISTRESS FOUND

OUT... AND DIED' ALL I HAVE TO DO IS
GET THAT COSTUME. AMD I CAM

RETIRE TO LIVE LIKEA _-—
VEMUS/AN KING / Jk T\$*

&<ET WHIRL'S. SUDDENLY RICKS... A SEGMENTOFMUD
/=LIES OUTAND PLOPS IN TREAK'S PACE !

-THEEND-



MANHUNT

JUST &ECAU&E I'M ABOUT
TA FOZeCLOZE ON THIfr
CAVTL£ BNA ZBA/tON the/
MOULPN'T TAKE MB /W OUT,

Of THE &TOKKM /



»-»*-

MANHUNT
HSXT MOZNIN&.,. TUSKS, HCW?"

P£b...
TWNe&'LL BE

ALL j

ON HOUZ. LATEZ, AT
WATERLOO STATION, LONPO"

ZQNWB, 1 HAVE
A ?£EUH6 J...I

UAVE TO COME
ATON6~-JU£rT
TO ZEE THIS

&ILLV i

FABZV!

yCouZir LATEZ, &6)ONP THB &CXPEK,
AT AUcCLAYMOZB CATTLE...,

HMM...POOZ 0OLTEP
FZCW W&/PE...WIWCDW5-
LOCKEP. . .NO ONE COULP
CUM0 POWK OC GO UP
TUB CHIMNEY. ..HO
P06&I3LE WAY TO

EMTEZ. THE
ZOOM/...



:.Wi:v.-Ni&if/w^EK.im
YELLOW $CQTrii>H MOON.,.

MANHUNT



VOOaNT HANG \&OTTOTA<b/
at...ahp men \achancb...m FALL... THOSE.) IF you CAN
STAKES WILL _/CL«& TO TUB
SPBAZ US! M POAZPS, I'LL

LOWEZ
,

W&ELFf

MANHUNT
OKAY... I'M .

ALL KlBHTJ
NOW TO
BOOST

If I CAN STAKP
ON yOUZ HANPS,
YOU COULF PUSH
MB UP/ I'LL

SWING ovbz
TUB BPbE...,

I'LL LOOP AN ENP OB HIS
ZOPE AZOUNP A BEAM I...
THEN YOU CAN
PULL YOUKSELF

up! L+- I

i /ZltotfTO!

f
CLEVEZOFTHeKILl£Z,
ANNE... HE- OZ SHE-
WOULP SUMS OUK PEATHS
OS TUB FAMILY FABZY /

TUBY'P SAY TUB FABZY
APPEAZEP TOUS...TZIC^

' THE SHACK... PlSAPPEAk^
Air W£ FELL TO OUZ PEATHS.

ANP WE POH'T HAVE
A SINGLE CLUE TO GO
BY—TOOPAZKTOSEE
HIM ANP HE SEEMS
TO HAVE COVEZBP

K HISTZAIL FZCW,
\- TUB MAC<!

IT APPEAZS HE'S JUST 1
PlSSOLVEP INTO THE 1
SNOW, AS A CI&AZETTE L
&UZNS WASHES...

,

AOtfBSj OFCOU&B!

VnosT •-•»

d FEW MINUTES
LATEZ, IN THE
MUZPBZ ZOOM....

f BUT I PON'T J
*

SEE ANYTHING
WZONG...

NO, BUT you SBB THIS ASHES-'

SWEPT cpwN THBZE...TO THE
CELLAZ! A PEZSON COULP UE
IN THAT UNIT—THZUSTA&UN

THZOU6H The SWINGING,
bZATE !

^W SKETCHES ZAHPLY,

SHOT INTO A LOCKEP ANP BOLTEP
ZOOM-KILLING KENNETH MENKIE '

&&
:*&fry

V

Ifcra?

Ŵ
>#



MANHUNT
Jn tub cs-iue. ,.

j^ut, fepqqi woe on wtHmv twr mew,..
>fe 60f AWA.V. <'«7 \ N0flW8K M?
f tkib? to 4ror l %. mr...i
MM... BUT l PIPNT/ fMDW WHO.
fVSN GET ,4 LOOK •*• "* '*'•

AT H/S-,

64Cg /

ne &f



I
MANHUNT

WKLLeZ MP TO 0B GMALL
OF dillLP TO FIT INTO THE AGH
PfcFDGAL UNIT... H£ HAP TOWOwm cagtle to be awake
THEKE WAG GUCH A THING... HE
HAP TO BE GTKOHG TO PUT UFA
FIGHT WITH ME, AMP TO KUN J
FA&T ACKOGG THE MOOK A* <

ft
HE PIP WHEN ME LUZEP
UG TO THE GHACK—

&Z IAH WAGTOOLAK&E
AHP CLUMGY... PEG. WG
MUGHTEZ, POEGm't HAVE
THE GTKENGTH /
THAT LEAVEG
THE FAMILY
GEKVANT-

t
QlCZOGGthb gnow-covecep

MCOK ANP INTO TUECK4GGOF BOHNIE PELL GO THE
KILLEK ANP HIG PUKGliEZ . .

.

^iy°f, OP A HAKBTCW. TABLE-TOP ZOCX Kirr
trZUGGLEG PEGPEZATELY WITHThYwmZL^. .

3$!£%*
N
£8i$CAL FUKS °F &UEPHEKP GIVE* HIM



MANHUNT
. - ' R

'IB .STtlNNlN

*RA&£QF A m
WINCHESTER-
RIFLE ECHOES 1

'

AdROS>S THE
H

BARRENS OF !

THE'QZEAT
SLAVE LAKS

{

REGION. A
SCARLET- •'

JACKETEP
RIPER TmBLi;
BACKWARP
OVER THC
CANTLE OF
HIS SAPPLE,
AND INTO- . -

"THE APVBNTUHB.
OF THE FUR \
ROBBERS'":

>'

'•he echoes still lash from woods
to water, but the red-coatep form' of
sergeant jeffrey fox never 5trs—

PESTS/ I CANNOT SEE WHETHER THERE 15 A
WOUND BECAUSE OF THAT CURSEPREDC

I'LL HAVE TO BO CLOSER

HE LOOKS PEAP ENOUGH, BUT 1 MUSTMAKE
SURE. THE PEACE RIVER 'BREEDS ARE
COUNTING/.—PESTE! IT'S THERED FOX '(

II21TH A M'JFFLED CURSE, THE HALF-BREED
**RAlSES HIS RIFLE JUST AS THE REP FOX

WH'RLS ASIDE AND HIS RIGHT HAND HURLS
-ilS STIFF-BR1MMEP HAT FLYING--



MANHUNT
I CAN SEE TO SHOOT.
]ANO WILL /I

'--J)(jJ6GGH/J\

wm* Njp)

WA

ftW 2*
-1 </ M}\f\

RAOUL METIS
f

'
FUR-STEALER

S0LAW-3EATER MC GEN-
ERAL ALL-AROUND
TROUBLE-MAKER! WHY
AREN'T YOU ON PEACE
RIVER WHERE lOU BELONG?A

THEN I'LL TELL.YOU f
REPORTS CAME IN TO
THE PORT THAT THE
BLACKFOOT INDIANS .

UP HERE WERE 6ETTM\
RESTLESS. CLAIMED
THEIR FURS WERE
BEING STOLEN. I WAS
ON MY WAY UP TO

,
TALK TO CORNSTALK,
THEIR CHIEF/ ,~

'"'
fiHT ltl

VUAND YOUR BREEDS STOLE THE FURS. YOU WANTED THE
INDIANS TO REBEL SO THE MOU/VTIES WOULD PUNISH THEM
YOU FIGURED YOU'D MOVE IN ON THEIR FUR COUNTRY THEN..'.
—UNDER OUR PROTECT/ON ^a,.,. ,

*'"»*••

>f»s

lhEAD OF THE SCARLET STALKER;
»A BLACK-EVED INDIAN CROLCHSft-^ANP 80PE IN) HAND-

MOUNTIE POLICEMAN COME WITH
PRISONER. NO WANT MOUNTIE
FIND CORNSTALK AND BRAVES
READY FOR WARPATH. FIX RAB3/1
TRAP POR HIM-

3-

HIM NOT SEE NOOSE LM7L TOO LATE
SAPLING RELBASED, GO BACK UPRIGHT. PUil
\0F SAPLING BREAK MOUNTIE'S NECK '\

" n

Vi2

\t
"~~*

.,

|^>ES ON HIS PRISONER, THE RED FQX DOES
Off NOT SEE THE CUNNINGLY CONCEALED LOOP..

/F THERE WERE SOME WAY OF GETTING COR/V-
VTAlk TO COME TO FORT MACLEOD I'D PUT ACRiMP IN YOUR PLAN." FUR-BUVERS FROM

'

ENGLAND/"
DUE THERE
AMYDAY— _

/



MANHUNT

\N0 NEED \ GHOST OF J IT IS 1

\FOZ THATj MOUATT/E J REP J

CHlEfi.'JL CQWE TOM FOX f
HAUNT ^LEREt-

BLACKFEET.') AfARP
ROUGf!



MANHUNT
THE BULLET DIP ITS WORK.MY
THROATS STILL SOREANDMi
PRISONER GOT AWAY... BUT
IP YOU'LL COME TO THE PORT
WITH SOUR BEST PURS, I'LL -*
PORGET WHAT HAPPENED!J

?W BRAVES THIN<)
PUR DISPLAY IS <
POR SQuAWMEN!

STRONG 8LACMP00TMEN
MOT BRING PURS. THAT
WHAT YOU CALL "SISSY"
STUPPf WE STAY HERE f

SISSY 5TUPP,HUH?
TELL YOU WHAT..-
YOU BRING ON
YOUR BEST P/GHTER
AND I'LL MEET HIM
HAMD TO HAND'

FeAWKANO LEAP*.'his GREAT ARMS
GO OUT AND CLOSE ON THE WRlTHlNGl
MOUNTIE f TOO LATE THE RED FOX 15
TRAPPED |N ARMS AS STRONG A5
TH05E OF

r
A KODiAK

f

BEAR^
T&OT TO..'-WORK FREE HE*LL BREAK MY]
,3ACK..IPI..PON'T.'

-C "*?

)

EDwarfed by the gigantic blackfoot
^fEcIS- T£E RED F0* FACES OFF IN
THE ROPE CIRCLE, KNOWING HE MUST
WIN OR RESIGN FROM THE FORCE/

[GQOD THING I ZEN\EM3EkEP THE
WRESTLING TRICKS THEY TAUGHT
ME AT REGINA >---—--— >



MANHUNT

•Ieawhand thumps down into a cooking
"pot. his howls of pain as the boiling

water sears hlfa bring smiles to the
paces of his tribesmen....

TEN GIRLS! SACRE) NO NO! you B
BLEU! you DO *f HAVE ITALL '
NOT LOVE YOUR J WRONG! CORN-
3ARBE, HEIN?J STALK'S BRINGING
TEN GIRLS! ft HIS TRIBE AND
EESEET THAT?- THEIR BEST FURS <

)/OU WANT TO) TO THE FORT. I
S>TARTZEEg WW THE GIRLS TO

JAREM? mr MODEL THEM— SO
THE BUYERS
IMPRESSED'*

WILL BE

THE BUYERS WILL GIVE
THE INDIANS A CON-
TRACT! RAOUL METIS

> WILL NOT DARE INWPE
THE CHIEF'S FUR
GROUNDS THEN. BI6
BUSINESS WOULD

' KICK TO THE GOVERN-
MENT/

A<=> RED FOX EXPLAINS TO
3ARBE TOUTAIN, A LURKING
FIGURE LISTENS AT THE
WINDOW ...

\FURS

-%.-

** BUTIFI STEAL THE 1

» BEFORE THE GIRLS '

[MODEL THEM....PESTEI
[THAT WILL G/VEMSIEU
^SERGEANT POX THE BLAC

EYE—r



SIStJ^*' AFTER THE B^ACKFOOT TRIBE

UW-\^F
c?
RJ **? '^CK9 IT* RARE fSIs

BARBe /AQDEl^ A COAT FOR THE RED FOX— '

A C0M3INAWN OF BARB*
AND BARBE'S PERFUME '

AND THOSE FURSB PLENTy
STRONG! LET'S GO TAKE
A WALKf

MANHUNT

)IOU LIKE BARBE
IN 2E SEELVER
FOXES, HE/N?

\TERJ 'll? HERE! PESTEf THESE FURS^ARE WORTH A FORTUNE. ALL WE -
p— LILT* T0 P° /S pUT ON THE FUR COAT*

\£S!%gf ™ bb the models .1a%Z
s

espec/aluy if we wait
until after park....the
furs will cover us

,
COMPLETELy...- >

mIAJ NIGHT, AS SERGEANT JEFFREV FQX
cvcc eiy? W0DEL^ LEAVE THE POST. HISEVES SEEK OUT BARBE TOUTAlN.—

}

THERE'S BARBE St..,
SILVER FOX WRAP/r

$UDDENl.Y.,„ you AREN'T BARBEfALL
VOL OTHERS....HANDS '

SKYWARP OR I'LL SHOOTf

METIS? SO you THOUGHT
)I0WP TRY ONE LAST TRICK
EH? THIS ONE BACKF/REP

'

ON YOU. HB PROBABLY TIED
UP THE GIRL MODELS /'/—

My DARLEEN&fHOWEVER
PID you KNOW EET WAS
NOTME BEN THE FURS *
METIS WAS COMPLETELy'
COVA/REP FROM HEAD TO
floorf _»

<y0UR PERFUME, -

BARBS! you ALWAYS
USe PERFUME
AND METIS— WELL
\HKPot»rrt

CORNSTALK GET CONTRACT
FOR FURS. BLACKFEET SAFE
FROM ROBBERS NOW THANKS
TO REP FOX. CAN'T GIVE A
MOUNT/E PRESENT, BUT ^
MAYBE BARBE 7DUTAIN LIKE
SILVER FOX COAT?

]

•

OOOOH'.AS ZEAMER.ICaA
*A1-AND
•*owi



MANHUNT

t*!^

His pace framed in -me telescopic sichts
OF A MAN-kXUNC PESF'ERADO'S RIFLED JIM
FALLON PUSHES ON RELENTLESSLY THGfcUCH
THE SWAMP COUNTR/ OF THE SOUTHLAND -

eveay step we take* brings him peeper
into the mysterlous »a>"ous , anp td a
tragic rgmpezvouS with ....

THE GIRL — 77/f GORILLA

THI* WAS THE GO«ILLA--MAP MIKE MAKLE
A* «f SHOT HIS WAV' OUT OF THE SCENIC

NATIONAL SANK ....

with tikes sceeecHiNC , he made
HIS CETAkVAV ID THE SOUTH /



MANHUNT
iitfe -sToNe? To-ziso into a lak?s= THEErperrcl
OF THE MUKPEROL*? PULLET «PPLto OUTA&ZO&Z THE BAYOUS ....

XcS.a^P^ TWE EAKS ^ f^ET-ryLETTX

UNTAMEP,, IN THE" COOL SWAMP WKVE«£„



MANHUNT

A"> JIM FALLON WHIRLED TO APPLY HIS
W(?E<STLING CRIP, MI'S FOOT £L,IPPEP
ON A WET <ZPOT OF CRA^ AND HE
LUNCEP FOfZWAEO TO FALL ACAIN^T
THE gOLE OF A S-IC TREE



MANHUNT

MAPPENEP BY FEAE , MAP MlkE PLUNGEP
ACEOSS THE SHALLOW BAYOU WATE^"...

IF he —certs me-- it'llX* MAN/x--
BS THE" 'LECTRIC CHA1R—7 IVE NEl/ER
FOK ME"/ ME, THAT'S" ^ -TEEN A MANJ
ONLV KT/LLEP NINE CUy^--) BEFORE—
With que moee to go
TO /HAKE7 IT TEbif—^f*

X Jl

Ml
1

r
KVELL,l'l-L gE-/-

WHAT A pAME •

im mike MAkte,
rOJT£ -STUFF. gUT
THAT'S A NUM8e&;
LIKE >t>\J POfN
/W THIS v/UNCLE f

I LIVE" HEEE. X
HAVE HO PEOPLE.
ALWAYS r HAVE
LIVEP ALONE.

M!

^WELL/ ME'N
>OU"LL CET ALONG
OKAy JUST TAKE
ME TO THAT PLACE
you live;/

ys.

XF K3U Aft^ A f
MAW x DO
NOT UKE MEM/

MOWE OF YOUR
)UP, KlP. OUST
CfZAB THAT POLE
ANP START
POL IN '/ X PONV,
WANT THEM
C-MEN TRACIN' ,My FOOTSTEPS"/

Ph,'H>

'/WW

THATNlCHT/AS THE SOUTH-
ERN MOON £lS£& HIGH
AgOfE THE MAIPEN CAME
ANP CyPKESS"

~*7J

ITV NO USE. rlL NeVEC
FINP HIM HERE . HE CAN
&E MILES AWAX WALKING
THROUGH THE WATER

,

LCAHNO NO FOOTPRINTS"/

WHAT-/ THAT
• IVAS" A CfKL
SCREAMINC /

FUT WHAT ClRL
COULP &E IN ^

THES"E .BAVOU
SWAMPS" <?

Jv



MANHUNT

you co find'
rr— of? don't
COMe sack/



MANHUNT!

AT PAWN/ FEDERAL. ACENT JIM
FALLON BURIEP WILP lETTY, GlRL OF
THE £WAMP AMP 8A/OU. AND MARKEp
^ ^HEf^ GRAVE....

ybO WERE Hl£ TENTH MURDER
VICTIM, BUT HE'LL PAV FOR y€?U,
LETty/ I"U_ &£E TO IT/ X -

pbomish — £» yoo'LL fcrwow.
ALL MEN AREN'T LIKE —HIM



IT'S AMAZING
SHIRLEY, HOW
NICELY YOU'RE
PLAYING THE
PIANO IN

LESS THAN
S DAYS.HOW
00 I ©ET
STARTED?

WRITE TO THE DALE SHEARS
SCHOOL OF MUSIC, STRUTHERS
OHIO.THE COST IS ONLY $2COMPLETE AND INCLUDESTHE SLIDE- CHORD DEVICE
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Jim dropped the rope, jumped for his gun
His hunting hand found it, lifted it. Bent at

the knees, body leaning forward as he had
been trained, he sent bullet after bullet

through the night—into the man who had hit

the ground less than ten feet from him 1

A bullet ricochetted from the stucco wall

behind him. Another ripped the sleeve of his

coat.

And then the man in front of him tumbled
forward, his chest a red smear where the

G-man's bullets had etched a pattern. He
made a sodden sound on the tile as he fell

His automatic clanged
Jim went forward, turned him over. He

glanced at his face and muttered. "Tiny Tac-
cio, one of Red Febler's mob. That ties in to

what we already know about Death. Inc."

Karen was breathing easier, her head lean-

ing back against the wall. She smiled bravely.

"If you hadn't been here " she closed hei

eyes and shivered.

"We've beaten them, at any rate." the G-man
smiled, looking down at his wristwatch. "Ten
minutes to midnight, and their killer's dead."
Fallon did not see the hard eyes that gazed

at them from a little window. He did not hear
the man as he moved away on rubber-soled
hoes, nor did he hear the slither of the long-
Vied knife slipping from its sheath.

*or a moment the man stood in a beam of

/moonlight, his finger touching the tip of the
stiletto, his hard lips curving in a cruel smile.

He murmured, "I'll have to kill them both,
now. The G-man knows too much, already."

The man slid around a corner of the room
and crept silently down the long flight of
stairs.

* * *

Karen was on her feet, now. She breathed
slowly, forcing herself to be calm by sheer
will-power. She whispered, "There isn't any-
thing more to be afraid of. Nothing more. You
killed the man they sent."

Fallon patted her hand. "I killed him . . .

but it's you that I'm thanking for the chance
Without your help, I couldn't have brought
Tiny down. We—the F. B. I.—know he's a

member of the Febler gang. I've a hunch we
can make Red sing when we track him down."
Karen shuddered. "That awful Death. Inc.

. . . every time I think of them. I see red!"
"Red letter day," said Fallon grimly. "A

letter . . . then creeping death . . . then red
blood ..."

It had been that way since the beginning
when Death, Inc. had made their first killing
A mailman brought a letter to a wealthy man.
and after that the killer- came, slipping
through a cordon of police as though he were
invisible. Two more deaths followed in that
first year. There were four the second year.

Death, inc. grew bolder. Eleven was their

total in their third year. Now they were
starting again. . . .

Fallon had an arm under her elbow, walking
with her to the hacienda gateway. He was
saying. "— but all that's over, now. With this

new information we have a chance to grab

Febler and question him."

Something heavy flew through the air. Ii

hit Karen on the back of her skull, toppling
her forward

From the corner of his eye, just before the

arm tightened on his neck and the naked knife
glittered in the air above his throat, Fallon
saw the huge stone that had dropped the girl

Blood on it and hair ... a red letter day . . .

The knife came down and stabbed
Fallon twisted in the mugging grip, fren

ziedly arching his back, driving down with
his legs. He turned his body, got the knife in

the shoulder-lapel of his coat. The knife
drove through, cut into his shoulder. The man
with the arm about his neck was panting,
sobbing with effort

The G-man dropped. He fell straight down
and hit the tiled patio floor. But the mugger
was off-balance, and fell over him.

Fallon whirled and leaped. He parried the

darting dagger with a wrist, slammed a left

fist into the man's face. A beam of moonlight
showed the other's features to the battling

Federal agent. He grinned. "Mugger Mar-
cotti!"

The Mugger cursed hotly and slammed a

knee at Fallon's jaw.

Fallon rolled free. He brought his right

fist up in a short arc. It hit the Mugger under

the jaw, snapped his head back until it

touched his spine. The Mugger tried to scream
but only a choked gurgle came out of his

battered mouth. He went back and out.

Fallon whirled and knelt beside Karen. His
hand touched the blood on her yellow hair.

"Just a scratch." he breathed with relief. "But
I'll take her to a doctor, to make sure."

Her eyes fluttered open, stared up at him.

She whispered. "What . . , was it?"

He told her. gestured at the unconscious
Mugger. She murmured. "The Mugger, yes.

I've seen pictures of him in Rogue's Gallery!"

Fallon nodded, "This breaks the case for us.

The Mugger is Red Febler's right-hand man,
but he'll spill if we offer him immunity to

turn State's evidence!"
Karen's eyes shone brightly. "It's after

midnight, Fallon! Death. Inc. has failed—for

the first time."
" And the last time!" Fallon added

grimly "From this night on there won't be
any Death, Inc. Like all crime and criminals,

it will fold up—because crime never pays!"

The End
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